CHAPTER I

TOWARD MOSCOW

FOR ten months I lived in the Soviet Union and,
except when travelling through the interior I did not
spend a single night under a hotel roof, I lived in
Russian homes with peasants and workmen, I ate the
food they ate and in the same scant and sparing ra-
tions. I slept on beds without linen and in unheated
rooms, I was witness to their workaday worries and
shared in their holiday festivities. I became familiar
with their moods of sullenness and gayety and learned
to know them when they were drunk, as well as sober.
I was fully initiated into their hopes and dreams
and was permitted to have a glimpse of their disil-
lusionments and disappointments.
Time and again during these ten months my
thoughts would revert to that chapter in the Old Tes-
tament which describes Solomon's choice. The Lord,
it is stated, came to Solomon in a dream and asked
him, "What shall I give you?" And Solomon an-
swered, "An understanding heart to judge and to dis-
cern between good and bad."
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